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IDA OF TOKENBURGH: 


OR, THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 





(Continued. ) 


SHE now unbound his armour, and 
modestly retiring, hastily threw off her 
own apparel, and placed her lover’s 
coat of mail over her beauteous and 
chaste breast. She assisted him to put 
on her clothing, threw her veil over him, 
and wrapped him in the cloak in which 
she came. He in like manner aided 
her to put on his armour, still entreat- 
ing her to leave him to his fate. When 
every thing was ready, he surveyed her 
with streaming eyes, fell on his knees 
before her, and, raising his hands to- 
wards the arched vault of the dungeon, 
exclaimed, ‘O God! thy eye observes 
us now! if ever a heart deserves aid, it 
is that of Ida. Let thy mercy protect 
unfortunate but most faithful Jove !’ 

‘Now must thou go, dearest Henry ! 
Ge this our last farewell—(Ida pressed 
her lips to his)—this be our last kiss, or 
the beginning of a better fortune.’—She 
then drew the visor of the helmet over 
her face, wrapped her veil around her 
lover, and knocked with a stone at the 
door, as a sign to the guard to open it. 

_ The guard came. Tekenburg threw 
himself again at the fect of his Ida. She 
pressed him to her breast,and whisper- 











ed, ‘farewell.’—He then passed out 
through the narrow door of the dun- 
geon. , 

‘ Now, may heaven comfort you !’ said 
the guard, as he went before the count; 
‘you have performed your vow, and 
may he die in peace.’ ‘Tokenburg 
hastily ascended the staircase, reached 
the outer gate of the tower, and passed 
the guards who had laid themselves 
down to sleep by the fire. He proceed- 
ed along the rocky path into the plain, 
and soon came to the cottage of a faith- 
ful vassal of baron Kirchberg, where he 
made himself known, threw off his fe- 
male attire, and caused the dress and 
armour of a soldier to be brought him. 
He conjured the peasant, by his oath 
and fealty, to observe the strictest se- 
cresy, and hastened to Kirchberg, 
where, without declaring who he was, 
he solicited admission, as one who coul 
give the knight some information of th 
count of Tokenburg. He wished 
engage Kirchberg to collect his troops 
and tell them they were to be employe 
in the deliverance of count Tokenberg 
Then he would have headed them, with- 
out making himself known, lest their 
joy at his deliverance should betray th 
secret, and put Kiburg on his guard. 

The unhappy father of Ida was wit! 
difficulty persuaded to admit to his pre 
sence the stranger who professed tq 
bring him intelligence of the covnt o 
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 Tokenburg.—‘ Alas!’ said he ¢ what can 
_he bring? Can he tell me that the af- 
_ fianced husband of my daughter is sa- 
ved from death ?—Let him come in.’ 
The attendants of the unfortunate Kirch- 
berg had concealed from him the de- 
parture of his daughter, that they might 
not aggravate his grief into fury and 
_ despair. 
 TTokenburgentered. Kirchberg feeb- 
ly raised himself on his couch, and ask- 
_ ed impatiently :—‘ What dost thou 
_ bring?’ Tokenburg took off his helmet, 
{ and threw himself at his feet. ‘Godbe 
_ praised!’ exclaimed the old man, and, 
joy renewing his strength, started sud- 
denly up, and endeavoured to rush out 
from the room; but the count hastily 
| seized him by the arm, and held him. 
™ Stay, my father!’ exclaimed he, , and 
betray me not. Kirchberg struggled 
to get from him, to carry his daughter 
| the joyfultidings , but Henry would not 
| relax his hold. ¢ Barbarian,’ exclaim- 
_ ed Kirchberg, aloud, ‘loose me! Shall 
| my idabe suffered to die with grief? 
+) Loose me, I say !’ 
} The attendants of the knight hearing 
4 | him exclaim, ‘loose me!’ rushed into 
_|. the chamber, and stood transfixed with 
)) admiration when they beheld Token- 
_ burg. ¢ Alas! how unfortunate am I;’ 
cried the count, and quitted his hold of 
_ the baron, who ran precipitately to the 
chamber of his daughter, exclaiming, 
_ ©Tokenburg is here, Ida! thy Henry is 
| here !’ He now for the first time learn- 
| edthat his daughter was gone from the 
) castle;—‘Fly!scek her! bring her 
hither again,’ cried be to bis attendants 
__ who soon dispersed themselves over the 
' neighbouring country in search of the 
_ wandering Ida. 
Wid The baron Kirchberg returned to the 
| count, exclaiming,‘ My Ida is gone 
i from the castle !’—* Oh Heaven ! replie 
ed the latter, ‘that I knew long since : 
i to you must be imputed the destruction 
il of us both.” He then related to the 
| baren the noble act of Ida. <A death 
‘> like paleness overspread the face of the 
_ aged knight when he learned where 
)) hisdaughter was. Toconsole him, the 
count endeavoured to give him assu- 
"4 i} rance that she would be rescued the fol- 
\\) lowing night. He concealed his own 
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anxious fears, which were greatly in- 
creased by the reflection that it was now 
known to so many persons that he was 
no longer in thedungecn of Kiburg. 

They concerted their plan to rescue 
Ida the ensuing night. Kirchberg, feeble 
as he was, and distracted by his fears, 
hastily collected his troops. ‘¢ Shall I,’ 
said he, ‘do less to deliver-my child 
}than Kiburg has done to avenge the 
death of his son ??——The necessary pre- 
pafations were ail made, by mid-day; 
the baron was clad in complete armour, 
and anxiously waited the ensuing even- 
ing that now seemed so long to delay 
its coming. 

The fears of the count were not 
without foundation. Soon was the re- 
port generally spread, ‘ count Henry of 
Tokenburg, who is to be the husband of 
Ida, is at Kirchberg : he has escaped’ 
—but how he had escaped was only 
known to Ida and her father. 

The rumour ran from cottage to cot- 
tage till it reached the ears of the old 
count Kiburg, to whom it was commu- 
nicated by one of his attendants a few 
hours afterwards. Kiburg became fu- 
rious, and immediately ordered that in- 
quiry should be made of the guards. 
They answered with a contemptuous 
laugh, ‘he is still in the tower, unless 
he has digwed a way to Kirchberg un- 
der ground.’ One of the guards went 
to count Kiburg, and said to him,+ My 
lord, dismiss all apprehension on this 
subject ahd rely onus. I saw the pris- 
oner this morning, when I carried him 
his usual allowance of fvod.’ 

At the same moment a messenger © 
hastily entered the apartment, and ex- 
claimed, ‘ count Tokenburg is at Kirch- 
berg! I have spoken to the senechal, 
who asked me witha sneer, § Why does 
not your master keep his cage closer 
shut than to let the bird fly away ?” I 
answered, * the cage is shut close e- 
nough, and the bird safe.” The sene- 
chal laughed, and they all laughed, and 
said, ‘ Tokenburgh is with our master ; 
we have seen and spoken to him.’ 

‘ Bring the prisoner before me,’ cried 
Kiburg, with fury in every feature, ‘he 
shail not live another hour! bring him 
instantly !’ 





Ida had passed the night calm and 
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tranquil. She saw, indeed, and shuad- 
dered, at the noxious reptiles that craw- 
led on the damp ground of the subter- 
raneous dungeon; but soon she Jaid her- 
self down, resigned, on the stone which 
covered witha little straw, was to serve 
her fora bed.—Her courage did not for- 
sake her, and a ray of cheeriul hope, 
such as ever shines upon virtue amid 
the darkest gloom, beamed in her heart. 
She slept for about half an hour, for the 
first time during the three last calamit- 
ous days. In the morning, when the 
guard came, she drew the visor over 
her face,and counterfeited asif she slept, 
that she might avoid speaking to him. 
The guard said, compassionately— 
‘Thank heaven! he is still in his first 
sleep,’ and departed softly, that he might 
not awaken his prisoner. 

After some hours Ida again heard the 
key grate in the lock, and the sound of 
a nuinber of feet on the stone-steps of 
the dungeon. ‘Ah! thought she, 
‘should that be Tokenburg and she 
gazed with eager attention towards the 
door. <A party of the guards entered, 
and one of them said,‘ Knight commend 
thy soul toGod : thou must perform thy 
last journey.’ A faint trembling, a chil- 
ly damp ran through the limbs of Ida; 
she sank on her knees, and prayed for 
consolation and protection to her father 
end her lover. The guards stood mute, 
and disturbed her not, till she rose, and 
went with them up the steps. When 
she came into the light of day, she cast 
her eyes, with outstretched arms, once 
more towards Kirchberg ; then patiently 
followed her leaders to the haughty Ki- 
burg. 

Two folding doors opened, and Ida 
entered, attended by the guards, into 
the spacious hall of the knight. When 
she saw, in the middle of it, a heap of 
sand, and the executioner standing with 
the instrument of death, she trembled, 
and was obliged to support herself by 
leaning on one of the soldiers. At the 
farther end of the hall, sat, clad all in 
black, the count Kiburg, his lady, and his | 
two daughters. The countess shrieked 
aloud, when she saw, as she imagined, | 
the murderer of her son, and the two! 
daughters turned pale, and shuddered | 


it ; > Phity. Ki 
with a sentiment of pity. Hiburg caine | 








forward, and said, in a furious tone, ‘ To- 
kenburg, thou cowardly murderer of 
my son, thou shalt not long have the 
pleasure to see me in mourning. 
Wretch ! through thee I am deprived 
of my son. My wife, my daughters, 
must soon be without a protector; my 
race, my name, must be effaced from 
the earth ; and thou, murderer, thou 
hast done this |! The blood of my sonbe 
upon thee, and upon Kirchberg and his 
house! Yes, I hope I shall soon be able 
to send after thee the other murderer 
and his daughter. Executioner, do thy 
duty.’ 

(To be continued.) 
SEE” ee TS 


THE PUNISHMENT OF FAMILY PRIDE. 


SO 








(Concluded.) 


BY making an appointment with a 
man whom she had never seen before, 
Julia may be blamed, perhaps, by some 
rigid readers ofthis tale; but, whenthey 
are informed that she not only made her 
fatheracquainted with what she had done 
but required him to be present at the 
next meeting, to convince him that she 
had no clandestine designs, they will, it 
is probable, be of another opinion. The 
step was, indeed, notacommon one, but 
it was sofely commendable. 

Monsieur de Barillon, highly enter- 
tained with the account which his daugh- 
ter had given of her morning adventure, 
as she called it, and doubly pleased to 
find her so desirous of his being a wit- 
ness to her second interview, attended 
her to the place appointed, with a num- 
ber ofnew sensations stirring in his breast 
not to be described. 

The count, on seeing Julia faithful t 
her appointment, flew to her with all th 
transports of the fondest lover, and wit 
all the delicate celerity of a true gentle 
man; and, so far was he from being 
disconcerted at the sight of her fa 
ther, that the moment the first compli 
ments peid to her were over, he mad 
the following address to him. 

“ I think myself, sir, sufficiently hap- 
py in having been able to give this lady 
—(turning to Julia)—any entertainment 
in this place ; I am doubly so to find 
that she has communicated her feelings 

- s- 














ee 4a NEW-YORK WEEKLY MUSEUM. 








_ to one who has so just a right to be ac- 
quainted with them.” 

To any parent such a speech would, 

T trust, have proved a flattering one ; 
to monsicur de Barrillion it was singu- 
Jarly pleasing ; and he could not help 
wishing, in the first moments of satis- 
faction, to find the speakera man of dirth 
_and fortune, that he might present his 
daughter to him, without blushing for 
his new connection. 

Inaconversation which naturally en- 
sued upon the answer which monsicur 
de Barillon returned he was overjoyed 

__ to discover that his daughter’s admirer 

| was not only a man of birth and fortune, 
_ | butthat he had a ¢i¢/e also. He could 
fe hardly keep his transports within the 

_ bounds of decorum. 

| Taking the count home with him, he 
| assured him, after along and close con- 
| yersation, that if the intelligence he had 
| given relating to himself were true 
_ politely begging his pardon at the same 
time for harbouring any suspicions with 
¥ _Pegard to his veracity—he should deem 

_ himself highly honoured by an alliance 

ith his house. The count, in return, 
_/ ! with perfect good breeding, spoke in 
praise of his cautionary conduct, gaye 
him an address to a friend of his, not un- 
known to him, (who was in the secret) 
_and took his leave. 
__ Monsieur de Barrillon, having made 
the necessary enquirics, received from 
_ the gentleman to whom he was recom- 
| mended, such satisfactory information, 
that he returned home with an addition- 
al vivacity in his looks and demeanour, 
and the marriage-ceremony was in afew 
_ days afterwards, performed. The 
_ ‘Duptial night was a night of festivity ; 
but, when Julia rose the next morning, 
| she found in a few hours, toher father’s 
| extreme disappointment and chagrin, 




































ia} . . 
that she had married a~-—-——votjaan. 
i 
HYPOCRICY. 


“J will forfeit my life,’ said Titus, of 
jj ytbe priest of Tacitus, “if this man be 
not an arch knave. I have three times 
observed him sigh and weep without 
cause, and ten times turn aside to con- 
ceal a jaugh he could not restrain, when 
) Wwice or misfortune were mentioned.” 
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THE HAPPY DELIVERANCE. 


In one of those ages when despotism 
was the engine of resentment, of pas- 
sion, of civil fury, and political rage, Al- 
phonso, the son of Ferdinand king of Ar- 
ragon, lived. This young prince was 
distinguished not more by the robust va- 
lour of the times, than by the gentle and 
generous qualities of the heart, which 
are thought to belong more properly tu 
modern manners. The son of a cruel 
and ruthless tyrant, he was mild, hu- 
mane, and forbearing ; the flattery of 
courtiers was heard by him with in- 
difference, and to the fawning of syco- 
phants he was ever averse. He leda 
retired life even inthe bustle of acourt, 
and devoted his hours to love and the 
Muses. The object of his passion was 
the daughter of his father’s treasurer 
Orlando—her name Isabella—a virgin 
universally admired for her extreme 
beauty, and the lovely qualities of her 
She was not insensible to the 
passion of Alphonso, but whether from 
dread of Ferdinand who she was convin- 
ced had too much pride toallow his son 
to marry the daughter of one whom he 
had raised from obscurity—or whether 
Orlando had forbid her interviews with 
the young prince, she avoided meeting 
with the prince, who could not. but 
vencrate her prudence while he lament- 
ed the unhappy cause. 

Ferdinand about this time sent for his 
son, and informed him of a match he had 
prepared for him, and which he had or- 
dered instantly to accept—forbidding 
him on pain of his displeasure to offer 
any argument against it. Alphonso 
was not more alarmed at this informa- 
tion, than astonished at the injunction 
which accompained it. Surely,” 
thought he, “my father suspects my 
passion for Isabella, else why imagine 
that ] was about to refuse his offer.” Fer- 
dinand, however, most absolute in all 


his commands, immediately gave orders,” 


to prepare the solemnities usual on the 
marriage of the king’s son. Alphonso 
had no alternative—He flew to Isabel- 
la—and by stealth got into her apart- 


| ment, notwithstanding every precaution 


her father had used to prevent their 
meeting. —Fatal was that interview ; be 
was discovered entering Isabella’s apart- 
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ment, and betrayed to his father by a do- 
mestic. Ferdinand, enraged beyond de- 
scription, sent for Orlando, and reproach- 
ing him for encouraging an illicit con- 
nection between his son and Isabella, or- 
dered him instantly to be beheaded ; the 
cruel sentence was no sooner executed 
than the king sent some trusty servants 
to seize Isabella and remove her to a 
secret place of confinement on the bor- 
ders of his dominions, and commanded 
her to be treated with every possible 
severity, and that every precaution 
should be taken to prevent her ese 
cape. ‘Fhe minions of tyrants are fre- 
quently sacrificed to their own treachery ; 
when those servants returned to inform 
him that his orders were obeyed, he 
put every one of them to death, lest they 
might betray the secret of Isabella’s im- 
prisonment. 
(To be continued,) 

Graener arth 








VARIETY. 
HEE HER SSE P Ebr ee Hoe HPSS R HEHE ris bio BUY 


OW LAUGHING. 


With respect to laughing, we should 
consider three things :—I1st, who laughs, 
2dly, who is laughed at; and, Sdly, 
what the laughing is about. Whena 
man tells a merry tale, he should laugh 
inwardly, and enjoy the joke in his own 
mind more than in his countenance ; 
for he who laughs aloud at his own joke 
is, in the court of Comus, considered a 
fool. Whena merry story is told, you 
may be allowed tomake a little noise in 
laughing, as it is akind of compliment 
to the speaker, and an approbation of 
the story ; but never break into the mid- 
dle ofa story, by laughing; such inter- 
ruption is very disagreeable, both to 
the speaker and auditors: besides, you 
ought to save all your merry ammuni- 
tion for the end of the tale. 





INFIDEL WIT REPELLED. 


A gay young man of a deistical turn 
travelling in a stage coach to London, 
forced his sentiments on the company, 
by attempting to ridicule the scriptures ; 
and among other topics, made himself 
merry with the story of David and Go- 








liah; strongly urging the impossibility 
of a youth like David, being able to 
throw a stone with sufficient force to 
sink into the giant’s forehead. On this 
he appealled to the company, and in 
particular to a grave gentleman of the 
denomination called Quakers who sat 
silent in one corner of the carriage.— 
“Indeed friend,” replied he, “I do not 
think it at all impossible, if the Pihilis- 
tine’s head was as soft as thine.” 





In the reign of Charles the II. a pro- 
fessor of Glasgow, named Zachara Boyd 
translated the bible into rhyme, and 
left the manuscript to the university 
with a legacy of 5000]. to defray the 
expenses of printing it. The university 
refused to accept the money, but retain. 
ed the manuscript. That they consult- 
ed both their own credit, and that of the 
testator in not publishing it, will appear 
from the following specimen— 


«“ Jonah was three days in the whale’s 
belly without fire or candle, 
And had nothing all the while but cold 
fish guts to handle.” 





BLACK AND RED EYES. 


A Spanish poct in speaking of the 
black eyes of a lady, says, * they were in 
mourning for the murders they had 
committed. AnjEnglish poet, in a beau- 
tiful epigram, speaking of the d/ood-shot 
eye of his mistress, accounts for it in 
nearly tiie same manner. 


«« Oh, let it be said, 
« Thine eye is all red, 
** No longer, dear Harriet, be moody ; 
* For, since so many die, 
‘« By the stroke of that eye, 
** No wonder the weapon is BLoopy !* 





THE NOCTURNAL DISAPPOINTMENT, 


The wind was high—the lilac waved, 
The poplar trembled ; 

¥ wooed—she believed, 
I dissembled, 

The clouds moved—the moon shone, 
We both were seated, 

I looked—she was black 
And I most curst’ly cheated. 
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NEWSPAPER SCURRILITY. 
Cummyns, a most respectable qua- 
ker in London, declared to doctor John- 
son, on his death-bed, that the pain he 
felt from an anonymous letter, in one 
of the common newspapers, fastened on 
his heart and threw him into a slow fe- 
ver, of which he died.” Mrs. Piozzi, 
who relates this interesting anecdote, 
adds that “ Hawkeworth, the pious, the 
virtuous, and the wise, fell, for want of 
fortitude, a lamentable sacrifice to wan- 
ton malice and cruelty” of the same 
kind. 
—<a— 
‘A TIME TO READ AND A TIME TO WRITE 


There are moments, says Mathon de 
Ja Cour, when the Mind feels at Peace, 
and is disposed, like a calm sea, to re- 
ficct distinctly all serious impressions. 
This is the time to read. There are 
other moments, when the mind is agita- 
ted, when it begins to billow, when the 
objects of its contemplation lose their 
original proportions, and become colos- 
sal, or vivid, or condensed, as heaves the 
dancing wave. This is the timetocom- 
pose. 

a -”" 


Qorality. ° 


SUNDAY. 


What subject is better calculated for 
contemplation on this day, than the bre- 
vity of life, than the uncertainty of eve- 
ry earthly enjoyment? We hold our 
lives on a precarious tenure, and are li- 
able to instant removal by Him, “in 
whom we live, move and have our be- 
ing’—this hour, dearest connexions and 
most valuable friends appear in the pride 
and loveliness of youth—the next, ruf- 
fled in a ghastly shroud, the unenvied 
equipage of death !—Happy the man 
who can on this day retire within him- 
self, and review those years which are 
gonc forever, with pleasurable satisfac- 
tion—this is a luxury which only those 
who delight in relieving the distrest, 
pouring wine and oil in the wounded 
spirit—soothing by kind offices, the pil- 
low of wreichedness and disease can 
ever truly feel—and look with exulting 
confidence “to another and a better 
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world.” Ferthat Being whois emphat- 
ically stiled the “Gop of Love,” who 
delights in acts of beneficence and mer- 
cy, will ever reward the individual who 
considers every child of misfortune his 
brother, and who can weep, feclingly 
weep, over the misfortunes of his fellow 
man, and endeavour, by acts of benevo- 
lence and charity, toameliorate the mis- 
fortunes incidert to humanity, and wipe 
away every tear from the eye of misery, 


Wuptia 


MARRIED. 


By the rev. Christian Bork, Dr. Peter Vag 
Arsdale, to Miss Welhelmine Benson. 

At Brocklyn, by the rev. Dr. Feltus, John 
Temple Shubrick, of the U.S. navy, to Miss 
Elizabeth Matilda Ludlow, of this city. 

By the right rev. Bishop Hobart, Mr. John L 
Mumford, to Miss Clarian Louisa Underhill, 
daughter ef A. L. Underhill, esqr. all of this 
city. 
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Oorary. 
Seer bere sheen rE 


Pee REDPERroneets 
DIED. 

On the 3d inst. Miss DMury Magdalen Tooke 
er, youngest daughter of Mr. Danie! Tooker 
of this city, Ann. Atat. 32.—It is the lot of few 
persons to make a transit from time to eternity. 
with such an assured prospect of felicity a3 
this female possessed.—With a mind always © 
pure—with a heart always glowing with beneve 
olence and christian charity, she became en / 
deared, enthusiastically endeared, to the little 
circle in which she moved.—It was but suffici 
ent to know, and then to love her.—Although 
many months had elapsed since her first con- 
finement, the patience with which she endured 
her privations and afflictions, was another 
proof (if another were wanted) of that heroi¢ 
and christian fortitude, which will ever attend 
a pious mind —Her departure was an affects 
ing and useful lesson to thase whom she 
leit behind.—A friend who knew her worth, 
pays this feeble tribute to her memory, an 
exclaims in the words of Isaialt ** Arise, shine, 
Sor thy light uas come and the glory of the 
Lord has axniseNn upon thee.” 

Ofa lingering illness, Mr. Henry Shamburgy 
aged 61 years. 

Mr. David Ogden, anative of Newark, (N.J.) 
in the 78 year of his age. 

Sarah Beane, a coloured woman, born in the 
Island of St. Vincent, aged 110 years. 

At Pslermo, (Italy) 26th October last, capt 
Archibald Thompson, of this city, aged ¢ 
years, 

At Philadelphia, Mrs. Mary Ann Rhea, cons 
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sort of Gen. Jonathan Rhea, of Tremiea. 
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GEN. COVINGTON’S GRAVE. 
{He was slain the 11th of Nov. last at the battle 
of Williamsburg, in Canada. } 


By Charles F. Welles, Esq. 


HOW sleep the gallant dead, 

Who for their country die ; ; 
When not a stone stands o’er their head 
To tell a nation’s memory ? 


When nota tear is given, 

To bless their lonely clay ; 

But the frozen drop from the storms of Heaven 
That wheel and hurry on their way. 


O Covinc ron! that lengthen’d shade 

Is not the shade of storied urn : 

It falls from the pine tree’s lofty head ; 

And the wandering winds are they that mourn ! 


Those winds are not the breezes light 

Round Louisianian flowers that roam ; 

But dreary and dark is their-wintry flight, 

And the 10 drifts deep round the warrior’s 
tomb. 


Though ’tis not Death’s uneheering gloom 
The dying Chieftain dreads to brave: 
OsBLIvion is a deeper tomb ! 
NecLecr—a colder, darker grave ! 


O when shall a Nation’s praises break 
The Hero’s last despair ? 

O when shall a morning wake 

His dark and bloody lair ? 


The long delayed, the welceme sound, 
That narrow cell shall hear, A 
AS SONGS OF ANGELS BURST AROUND 
THE SAINT’S AWAKENING EAR! 


Oe 


EVENING. 


HOW beauteous is Evening ! the setting sun 
shines 
Like a faint dying rose, on yon mountain 
of snow, 
How beauteous is Evening ! the full clustered 
vines 
Absorb the last day-beam and mimic its 
glow. 


Now sweet is the union of natural sounds ! 
The wood-pidgeon’s murmur, the bleat of 
the flock, 
The squirrel’s light step, through the bush as 
it bounds, 


And the loud rush of eagle-wings seeking 
the rock. - 


Peace broods o’er the scene, with a parent’s 
delight, 
There fresh falling dews are pearls thaw'd 
from her crest, 
fn the ercy mist she watches the cradle of night 
And tears her white shriag in the cotta- 
gcr’s breast, : 








THE RUINS. 
Ry SeL.eckx Osnorne. 


I've seen in twilight’s pensive hour, 
The moss clad dome, the mould’ring tower, 
in awful ruin stand— 
That dome where grateful voices sung, 
That tower whose chiming music rung 
~ Majestically grand! 


I’ve seen, mid sculptur’d pride, the tomb 

Where heroes slept in silent gloom, 
Unconscious of their fame— 

Those who, with laure!l’d honors crown’d 

Among their foes spread terror round, 
And gaingd an—empty naine. 


I’ve scen in death’s dark palace laid, 

The ruins of a beauteous maid, 
Cadaverous and pale ! © 

That maiden, who while life remain’d, 

O’er rival charms in triumph reign’d, 
The mistress of the vale. 


I’ve seen, where dungeon damps abide, 

A youth, admired in manhood’s pride, 
In fancied greatness rave ? 

He who, in ReAsown’s happier day, 

Was virtuous, witty, noble, gay, 
Learn’d, generous and brave. 


Nor dome, nor tow’r, in twilight shade— 
Nor hero fall’n nor beauteous maid— 
To ruin all consign’d ! 
Can with such pathos touch my breast, 
As (on the maniac’s form imprest) 
The ruins of anoble mind. 


—p>— 
THE DYING LILLY. 


SEE ! how yon drooping lilly hangs its head, 
That late shone forth the garden’s vernal 
queen ! 
Its late admired beauty now is fled ; 
No more it decks the varied scene. 


Thus, thus will fade the most enchanting 
form ! 


Thus time, ye fair, will all your charms con- 
sume ? 
Then let bright Virtue’s tints your mind 
adorn, 
Her flow’rets flourish in eternal bloom, 


———~&- - 


BEAUTIFUL DESCRIPTION 
OF A SPRING EVENING, AFTER RAIN, 


Inthe western sky the downward sun 
Looks out, etfulgent, from amid the flush 
Of broken clouds, gay shifting to his beam. 
The rapid radience instantaneous strikes 
Th’ illumin’d mountain, through the forest 

streams, 

Shakes on the flood, and in a yellow mist, 
Far smoking o’er th’ interminable plain, 





| In twinkling myriads light the dewy gcms; 
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WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 


THE account published last weck from a 
Charleston Hand-Bul about the re-capture of 
Paris, and the allied sovereigns of Europe, is 
likely to be the last story in favor of the great 
disturber of nations ; for, by papers by the way 
of Halifax from England, of Paris and London 
dates to the 17th and 19th of April, the fate of 
Bonaparte is now fixed beyond any contro- 
versy: From the highest pinnacle of earthly 
power—from the would-be conqueror of the 
world, he has descended to become an exiled 
inhabitant of a small island in the Mediterra- 
nean Sea, called Elba; situated between the 
island of Corsica and the Italian shore. ‘To 
this degraded situation he has been forced by 
the taking of Paris, other serious disasters, 





and the will of the French people, who, tired 
of his wars and his tyranny, on the Ist of) 
April, by the members of the French Senate in 
Paris, with Talleyrand at their head; decreed 
his dethronement, to which he Perey acqul- 
esed for a large annuity, renouncing for him- 
self and his heirs the thrones of France and 
{taly ; and has since set off with a strong es- 
cort, under the command of a Geheral of each 
of the allied troops, to see him safely to the 
place of his destination. After this the Senate 
promulged a new Constitution, modelled some- 
what similar to those of Britain and America, 
declared the government to be a limnited mon- 
archy, and hereditary in the male line ; and 
called freely to the throne of France, Louis, 
brother to the last king of the French, and 
after him the other membérs of the house of 
Bourbon. Allthe old and new tities of nobili- 
ty, and the new ones of honour, are to be re- 
newed and preserved. The freedom of wor- 
ship is guarranted. ‘The institution of juries | 
to be supported, and the liberty of the press, 

under legal repressions, is to be allowed.— | 
Thus it appears a great revolution has been 
secretly prepared by the leading men in 
France, and effected by the aid of the allies, 
to destroy the greatest despotism that ever ex- 
jsted, and we hope to restore the world toa 
lasting and happy peace, 

A bivody battle is said to have been fought 
on the 10th of April at Toulouse, between 
Lord Wellington and Marshal Soult, in which 
the French were defeated with great loss — 
This battle is much lamented in France, as it 
would have been prevented had the French 
gen. received in time the official despatch of 
the great change that had taken place. 5 

Ferdinand the 7th has arrived in Spain, and 
the Pope’s territory has been restored ; and 
likely ull Eurdpe, after more than 20 years of 
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war, and the loss of several millions of men, 
will return nearly to the same state as before: 

With respect to this country, little more can 
be said, than that Messrs. Bayard & Gallatin 
was in London the 17th of April ; and accounts 
are just received that Messrs. Clay and Russel 
arrived at Gottenburg the 10th of April. ‘The 
London editors talk about large forces to be 
sent to Quebec, and also that 20,000 menis 
contemplated to be offered Spain to regain 
Louisiana. _ 

On Thursday evening arrived at this port, 
His Most Christian Majesty’s brig of war 
Oliveir, in 45 days from L’Orient, with dis. 
patches from the new government of France, to 
the French Minister, and also, with dispatches 
for our government. ‘The news by whis vessel 
13, that a Congress was to be held in Paris for 
a generai peace, at which all the European 
Monarchs wou'ld attend; and that the Ameri- 
can Ambassadors had been invited. 


With respect to the war at home, we have 
this week but little to give. ‘The chicfis the 
success of a party of our riflemen, indians and 
seamen, under capt. Woolsey of the navy, on 
the 2ist ult. near Sackett’s-Harbour, having 
decoyed into a creek, and afterwards ashore, 
the crews of five British gun-boats, in number 
near 200, who, finding the indians and rifle. 
men in rear and flank, with a battery of four 
guns in front, surrendered after a smart action 
of 20 minutes, in which they had 20 killed 
and 40 or 50 wounded, The five boats, car- 
rying guns of heavy calibre, were also taken, 
On our side it is said only one was killed and 
three wonnded. | 

. The operations on the coast continue much 
the same, some valuable prizes getting in, and 
others recaptured by the enemy, who have 
lately taken the Diomede privateer of Salem, 
and retaken a valuable prize of her’s, witha 
cargo of 3300 bbls. flour, from England bound 
to Quebec. . 

The Fox privateer has arrived at Salem, 
with 260 bales and trunks of dry-goods, valued 
at 70,0001. sterling, which was taken out of 
a prize from Liverpool to Quebec, which the 
privateer afterwards destroyed. 
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The editor of the Museum respectfully in- 
forms his patrons, that not finding any thing 
like encouragement to defray the expence of 
the Cover lately circulated with that paper, he 
must relinguish it until more propitious times. 
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